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brilliantly dyed. Splitting up into groups of four the men
engaged in a sort of " single-stick " performance, the adversaries
changing from time to time by a double encircling movement
in opposite directions of all the participants. A certain amount
of savage excitement marked the dance which concluded in a
wild kind of reel quite as barbaric as anything to be seen at the
Highland games. True, Andrew carries a bonnet, adorned with
its silver thistle on his head instead of a wreath of flowers ; and
Donald covers his braw legs with knitted hose instead of being
satisfied with tattooing—it's painful, Donald, but, aye man, it's
cheap—Jamie's tartan kilt with its absurd intersecting lines and
squares is after all quite as uncivilized a garment—and it costs
more, laddie—than the dyed fibre and grass of Ponape, while
Alec's faded cairngorm—such sickly glamour as it scintillates
due to its backing of coloured tinfoil—is adequately replaced in
the South Seas by an ornament of beads less garishly ugly. For
the rest they are all much the same these primitive entertain-
ments of the natives of the Far North and the Far South. The
war-whoops are identical, the dancing at times almost in distin-
guishable—only in the South Seas there is no whisky and the
natives are not freckled and as far as I know the Islander has not
yet reached an intellectual level of a people that delights
in " tossing the caber."
I do not desire to detract from the many good qualities of the
Scotsman. You meet him everywhere in the Far East. As a
rule he comes out as a raw youth and goes home with a fortune*
You can recognize him by his dour looks, his foreign accent and
his cautious mind. He is a good fellow sometimes but you must
flatter him and talk to him about Heather and Haggis. If you
want to see him at his best, when he lays aside the civilisation
that he has acquired from contact with the English—or the
Chinese—go to a St. Andrew's dinner in the Far East—but I
don't advise you to do so. You see, I know all about him,
Mixed with my English blood there is a strain of the Highlands^
and now and again it rises to the surface and I dream rapturously
about the Scott Memorial in Edinburgh and the small change
seem glued to the bottom of my pockets.
Before the last dance the performers were anointed and
smeared with coco-nut oil by their womenkind until they shone
with the brown glow of those cheap bronze statuettes that one
sees in the shops of the Rue de RivolL Many were scarred and
tattooed while in other cases a less permanent decoration of

